FIRE BELOW

Why she liked me so well I shall never know,
for "she was as fresh and charming as I was
haggard and foul ; indeed, I have seen many
tramps by the side of the road that cut a
nobler fipire than I did that day. But I think
the truth is that I had the look of a hunted
man and that, as Desdemona the Moor, she
pitied me.

She would, I believe, have questioned me
till bed-time, but ten minutes later we came to
a sudden valley with a falling stream at the
bottom and, brown and white in the sunshine,
a little old mill. Its water-wheel was silent,
and the place seemed derelict ; ivy was
scrambling up its chimney-pots and tail grass
leaned over the path which led to its door;
but it was by no means a ruin, and the bulwarks
of foliage about it made it so lovely a bower
that I think that, once he had seen it, a painter
would never have rested until he had done
what he could to capture the scene.

" They are there/' said Lelia, pointing a
slim, brown arm. te I left them in the old
parlour that looks out upon the pond. I will
not go with you now, because I must go to the
village to get the file, but I shall be back in
an hour. If you would bathe, I think you may
do so safely, for nobody comes this way. But
yon will please be careful to bathe below the
I do not want to be tiresome, but

** Yoa are vary sweet," said I. " I will not
bathe in the pond. And now listen. If yon
sbould be asked, you took the telegram to the
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